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by unnatural means with care and difficulty are to 
us the least poetical, because our associations with 
them are comparatively few, and those few to g ur . 
den culture. 

“ Oh, floweret wild ! 

Drooping with many a glittering tear. 

The summer’s most beloved child, 

Thou’rt welcome here ! 

“ I speak not of that shadowy bloom 
Which leaning through the leaves we see. 
Nor of thy soft and rich perfume. 

Sweet though it be 

cs Thou hast a spell, - 
A charm far dearer to my heart, 

The power of days long past to tell. 

Of hopes that would depart ! 

Ci Yes, gazing on thee now, 

The scenes beloved can memory draw, 

When simple childhood’s hat of straw 
Shaded my careless brow : 

6£ And round it clustered many a wreath 
Of blossoms wild and sweet as thou, 

And lighter was the heart beneath 
Than it is now. 

ce But pass we that, no thoughts of grief 
Thy flowers unto my bosom bring j 
But hallowed is each fragrant leaf 
With dreams of hope and spring. 
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“ Thou bring\st me back the time 
When I would pause from morn till even. 

To hear the sweet bells distant chime. 

Like melody from heaven. 

“ I gaze— thou art no more a flower, 

But some bright scene of early youth. 

The wild wood side — a summer bower. 

All clear and pure as truth.” 

The rose is an emblem of Cl Love.” 

“ The blushing rose that hangs its head, 

Or meets the sun with shrinking dread. 

Conceals within its heart a flame, 

Which from that glowing noontide came. 

“ So have I loved : but some strange spell 
Forbids my heart its tale to tell ; 

Here take this simple rose and feel 
The love my lips dare not reveal.” 

Nature seems to have exhausted all her skill in 
the freshness, and beauty of form, the fragrance, 
the delicate colour, and the gracefulness which she 
has bestowed upon the rose. 

“ Ah ! see the virgin rose, how sweetly she 
Doth first peep forth with bashful modesty, 

That fairer seems the less ye see her way ! 

Lo ! see soon after, how more bold and free, 

Her bared bosom she doth broad display, 

Lo ! see soon after how she fades and falls away.” 

Spenser. 


